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My head was pounding, oh god light, light was evill | groaned. Shit | was freezing, and wet, and fuck, what had 
happened? | thought hard, trying to remember. "You never did learn your place did you you little bitch? 
Answer me you pussy!" Axl, he was angry at me, why? Something about my new lace up leather pants being 
too tight and the whole world being able to see what was his, that and he had seen an injection mark on my 
arm and he knew I'd been shooting up again. He hates me using and he goes crazy any time he knows I've been 


doing it, which of course leads to me using more to escape the pain of his wrath. It's a vicious cycle. 


He must have punched me because i remember blinding pain and then | had been face down and he was pulling 
my hair and snarling "Your place is with me, you're mine, understand you little junkie slut? All mine! Somewhere 
in between punches he fucked me, | remember him being on top of me, thrusting in and out behind me, pulling 
my hair, saying my place was under him, that | was his whore and to stop sniveling like a baby, to just shut 
up and take it or he'd really give me something to cry about. Then the burning on my lower back, terrible and 
familiar as he put his cigarette out on my skin. A pain that always coincided with his satisfied groans; | think 


hurting me even worse made him get off even harder because it was always the same- I'd feel that burning 
pain and before | could even react he was cumming, pressing the burning embers even harder onto my skin as 
his climax hit him. If | cried out or screamed he'd get off even harder, the hand not pressing the cigarette 
into my skin gripping the sheets so hard his knuckles went white. | had a row of those burns and several scars 
just under the waistband of my pants where nobody would ever see them. Needless to say sex was not 
something | enjoyed any more. | didn't fight back, fighting back only meant that he'd beat me harder and longer, 
make sure that he hurt me when he fucked me, no prep, not enough lube, anything to inflict more pain and 


punish me for being the object of his desire. It was just easier to give in and get it over with quicker. 


He always made sure that the worst of the bruises were under my clothes, | rarely had a black eye or a 
busted lip courtesy of my boyfriend, no but busted ribs and bruised kidneys or a black and blue stomach were 
much more likely. Wouldn't want anyone to know that sometimes Axl Rose was an abusive monster who beat 
the crap out of his lover. Shit, wouldn't want the world to know he was in love (or his version of love) with 
another man for that matter. Sometimes I'm pretty sure he hated me because | was a man and because he 
loved me and that he beat me because he was ashamed that he was attracted to me. | suffered for what he 
saw as something wrong inside of him. And yes, | loved him, | used to be devastated when he would hurt me, 
but every beating beat some of that love out of me and | was at the point of outright hating him, | was just 
scared to leave. It hurt to think; | closed my eyes and let the darkness take me again, the darkness didn't hurt. 


| opened my eyes again, I've got to get up, wherever | am I'm wet and so, so cold, | can't even feel my feet I'm 
so cold | force my eyes open a little and | see that I'm outside on a hotel balcony, and it's raining, that's why 
I'm wet and cold. We're in Milwaukee or somewhere close to it and it's January, | remember that much. | try 
and push myself up but a searing pain runs through my head and | fall back to the floor. My head hurts so 


much, and l'm so very cold, and the darkness is comforting as | slip back down into it. 


When | wake up again I'm being lifted into the air. | fight to open my eyes and | see a curtain of long blonde 
hair close to my face, a black shirt that says CBGB, Duff, its Duff who's carrying me. A feeling of relief 
immediately washes over me. Duff and safety are synonymous to me. "Duff, what happened?" | whisper; 
anything louder would make my head split in two I'm pretty sure. 


"Shh Slash, don't talk, just close your eyes baby, I've got you," he whispered. 


Did he just call me baby? | love it when he does that, he's been hiding me 

from Axl and cleaning me up after Axl would beat me for the past few months. Somewhere during that time 
feelings had developed, Duff said he'd had them for a long time but | was too scared to leave Axl. Scared Axl 
would fire us and destroy the band, scared Axl would hurt himself if | left, scared that if | gave things with 
Duff a shot he would decide | was worthless just like Axl did and that he wouldn't want me either and | would 
know for sure that | really was a worthless junkie like Axl said and that thought left me feeling empty, 
terrified, why keep on living if | really wasn't worth being cared about, much less loved by anyone? Especially 
Duff who had slowly been bringing some light back into my world. | was scared of how much | cared for hin, | 
know there's no way he would ever love a drunk, heroin addicted fuck up like me. "Just relax Slash," he said 
quietly when | tried to turn my head and look around only to feel that awful, blinding, pain run through it again 


"You're gonna be ok, I've got you now, settle down, you're safe. I'm here and you're safe." 


| laid my head on Duff's shoulder and tried to relax, but | was still so fucking cold and | was wet, why was | 


wet? "D-D-Dufffff w-w-w-why am | wet-t-t? |, l, I'm s-s-s-so cold!" 


"Not for long, I'm gonna put you in a hot shower. You were on the balcony passed out and it's raining. He beat 
you unconscious and left you outside in the rain in the freezing cold! You're coming to my room and that's 
where you're staying, no more going back! You could have frozen to death, you were fucking blue! Enough is 
enough. Izzy and Steven have all your stuff and are moving it right now so settle down and don't worry ok? 
You're gonna be ok, I've got you and you're safe with me. That red headed bastard's not safe when | find him 


but you are," he tells me. 
"Mimmy stash, back of t-t-toilet," | stammer through my chattering teeth. 
"Izz, look in the toilet tank for his shit, make sure you get his wallet and guitar ok?" Duff calls out. 


"Yep, it's here, | got it all Duff. His dope, wallet, guitars, jacket, sneakers, and his suitcase. Anything else?" He 


asks, materializing in front of me. 


"N-n-n-no," | sigh and we head out of the room, Izzy and Steven loaded down with my stuff. Somebody opens 
Duff's door and we go in, locking it behind us and | relax internally, even if | was too cold for my body to relax. 
| was safe, Duff was holding me, he would take care of me and | knew he'd keep me safe. He wouldn't let Axl 
get to me. He says he loves me but how could he love a man who was this fucking pathetic? A man who let 
his lover beat and burn him because it was the easy way out? Yeah, real manly. There's no way he didn't see 


how weak and fucking worthless | was. 


| heard the shower turn on and Duff sat down on the toilet with me in his lap and began to peel my wet shirt 
off of me. Then my socks and finally my jeans which proved difficult since they were tight and glued to my 
skin since they were wet and almost stif with ice and Izzy ended up having to help. Without my pants though 
the row of cigarette burns as well as the scars were visible to Duff for the first time. | moved my hand to 
cover them but | wasn't fast enough. He gently moved my hand away to get a better look. "Oh my god Slash! 
What the fuck is this on your back?" he asked, incredulous. He looked so worried, was he really worried about 


me? Duff could have any man or woman he wanted; why would he care about me? 


"Cigarette burns," Izzy said. "| used to see them on Axl sometimes when we were kids, courtesy of the 


reverend.” 


"Did Axl do that to you Slash?" Duff questioned, looking at my back with a mixture of pain and horror in his 


eyes. 
"Y-y-y-Yeah, he d-d-did it a lot," | confessed, my eyes locked on the floor in shame. 


"Yeah, | can see that, there are scars," Duff whispers, his voice shaky. "Anywhere else?" 


"Und-d-der my arms where n-n-no one could s-s-see, he, he, gets off-f-f on it," | sighed, still shivering 


violently refusing to meet Duff or Izzy's eyes. 


‘lm so sorry Slash," Duff said and squeezed me tightly, kissing the top of my head. It feels so nice to have 
someone touch me like this. He's so careful with me whenever he cleans me up after Axl hits me, always 
gentle, being careful not to hurt me anymore than I've already been hurt. I'm fucking starved for affection and 
| feel tears filip my eyes when he kissed my head. God I'm pathetic, sitting here wet and bloody and crying 
because | didn't fight back. Maybe | should but in the end it just makes shit so much worse for me. "Izzy's 
gonna help me keep you on your feet ok?" | nodded, still staring at my feet. He caries me over to the shower 
and lowers my feet to the floor of the tub and my knees buckle. Izzy's immediately there helping Duff hold me 


up under the warm water. 


My head throbs as | try and stand up on stiff, frozen, legs and the water burns because l'm so cold. M feet 
especially feel like they're on fire having suddenly come back to life. "It burns Duff! My feet, it burns!" | 


whimper. 


"| know sweetheart it's because you're cold. You need to get warm. Let's sit him down lzz, I'll wash his hair, 
you hold the water." Did he just call me sweetheart? That thought makeS the tears in my eyes spill over; 
fortunately no one can tell the difference with the water from the shower raining down on me. Duff washes 
and conditions my hair and washes my body while Izzy holds the shower head over me. Gradually | stop 
shivering and am able to enjoy the feeling of Duffs hands gently massaging the shampoo into my hair, god 
that feels good! 


| eventually get warm and am able to feel the aches and pains in my body and l'm not surprised to see that 
my torso is black and blue with one very dark, painful spot on my right side, | think a couple of my ribs are 
broken. What did he do? Kick me after he knocked me out? | just remember a searing pain to my jaw but I've 


got new bruises everywhere, what the fuck? "Duff what did he do to me?"! ask. 


‘lm not sure baby," he says while he was gently drying me off. | think he hit you in the face and knocked you 
out and then maybe he kicked you a few times for good measure. | just can't believe on top of that he left 
you out on the balcony in the freezing rain! He hands me a t-shirt and a pair of boxers Izzy had gotten out of 
my suitcase but he has to help with the shirt; raising my arms hurts too much. 


"Don't forget fucking me while telling me | was his property and then burning me with a cigarette and getting 
off on making me scream," | mumble. Duff picks me up after | get the shirt and shorts on and carries me 
across the room and then sits me down on the bed and pulls the covers up over me. He was so sweet to me 
but | could tell that he was furious with Axl because | watched as Duff's eyes grew dark and his fists 
clenched. When | said something about him burning me with his cigarette. At least | hope it's Axl he's angry 
with and not me for letting him do it so he had to come to my rescue yet again.. 


"Never again baby, never again, | promise," Duff says quietly, tilting my chin up so that I'll meet his eyes. He 
looks so worried. "He's never, ever, going to hurt you like that again. I'll send somebody out for some burn 


cream and some ace bandage to bind your ribs. Do you want to go get them x-rayed? I'm pretty sure they're 


broken here," he says and gently runs his fingers over the darkest part of the bruise on my torso. | flinch 
away and yelp in pain. "I'm sorry!" he apologizes. "Izzy's getting a shot ready for you to kill some of the pain, | 


didn't mean to hurt you just now." 
"No hospitals please Duff," | plead with him. 
He bites his lip his eyes looking over my bruised body looking more worried than ever but he just nods. 


"But if anything feels like it's poking you or you can't breathe right you're going to the hospital if | have to 
carry you, this bruise is right at the base of your lung, that stupid fucker could have punctured your lung 
and he would never have known because he just waltzed off and left you there! You could have fucking died! 


Why do you keep letting him do this Slash?"he asks. 


‘Its worse if | fight back Duff, he might not do anything right away but he'll make sure that he gets his 
revenge later. Besides, | don't want to hit someone l'm dating even if he's a guy too; it's just not ok. | know 
that's stupid and you probably think l'm just a weak piece of shit but it just not who | want to be. He wants to 
beat me fine, that's on him but | don't want to beat my lover," | tell him, my eyes looking anywhere but at his 


worried face. 


He reaches up and cups my cheek and | immediately jump backwards and throw my arm up; hands near my 
face almost always mean a blow is coming. "Hey it's ok! I'm not going to hurt you," Duff says, quickly reaching 
out and taking my hands in his, his thumbs soothingly stroking over the backs of them. "It's not stupid to not 
want to abuse your partner Slash but you don't have to take this! Don't you want more? | know you don't 
want to be treated like this, why won't you just end it? You deserve so much better, do you have any idea 
how amazing you are?" He asks, his voice was starting to sound shaky and when | finally met his eyes | was 


surprised to see tears in them. 


‘lm not amazing Duff, I'm not anything special. I'm a fucking pussy who lets his boyfriend beat on him and 
refuses to fight back. I'm a junkie and a fuck up, nothing amazing here, trust me," | reply. 


At that moment Izzy walked over with my shot and Duff picked up the phone and told one of our handlers 
what we needed for my ribs and the burns on my back. When Izzy finishes shooting me up | feel like l'm 
floating in a nice fuzzy cloud until | see that Duff's crying. | open my mouth to apologize out of reflex but he 
gently puts his finger to my lips and stops me. "Slash, | hope that somewhere inside you know that what you 
just said isn’t true. That's the bullshit Axl feeds you to break you down. You are AMAZING! | have never seen 
anyone pour their fucking soul out through a guitar the way you do, that talent, it's like effortless for you, 
the rest of us have to work hard to be half as good as you! You're beautiful, inside and out, you're so smart, 
and the fact that you stand by your morals even when you have every right to say fuck it and beat Axl to 
death, that says something about who you are. You're a good person, you care about other people, even when 
they hurt you. Slash, | know I've never really come out and said it but do you have any idea how much | love 
you? Do you even realize that I'd do anything to make you happy? To see you fucking smile? Even if it meant 
you were happy with someone else, as long as they were good to you | would learn to live with it if you were 
happy. But | want to be the one who wakes up to your smile, | want to fall asleep every night with you in my 


arms, | love you fucker do you even know?!" he asks, pulling in a shuddering sob. 


| just stare at him, not believing what l'm hearing and I've apparently also become completely mute because | 
just stupidly state at him opening and clrrosing my mouth like a dying fish and finally manage to come up with 


"Really? You want to be with me? You could have anyone Duff, why would you want me? I'm nothing.’ 


"Do not ever let me hear you say that again," Duff almost whispers. "To me you're everything." | just stare at 
him like an idiot and he suddenly moves closer to me on the bed and softly presses his lips to mine, his hands 
moving to gently cup my face. He pulls away, searching for a response in my eyes and | finally manage to 
react and | actually smile and reach up, cupping the back of his head and pull him back down into the kiss. It 
feels amazing, like pure light and happiness. His arms tighten around my waist and | smile into his kiss. l'm 
happy, l'm loved, and most all l'm safe and | never want this moment to end. | don't want to wake up and find 
out it's lol just been a beautiful dream or something. I've never felt so much from just a kiss; | don't even feel 


my ribs hurting right now, all | feel is him. 


Duff finally pulls away and looks at me, but instead of happiness his eyes held wariness and pain "Duff, what's 
wrong?" | ask him, worried that I've done something wrong. Did he not want me? 


"Are you just gonna go back to him like every other time? | love you Slash and | want to be with you, | don't 
know what more | can do to show you how much | care. But you always go back and it hurts every single 
time," he says, his voice cracking with unshed tears. "Please baby, please don't, please say you'll stay here with 
me. | know you're scared and | don't want to make you feel pushed into anything, | just wanted you to know 
how | feel and that you don't have to stay with him. I'l keep him away don't worry about that, even if you 
don't feel the same way about me as | feel about you I'll keep you safe, just please he's gonna kill you one 


day!" 


| reach up and wipe the tears off of of Duff's cheeks with my thumbs. "Duff, you really want to be with me?" 


| ask, needing to hear it again to believe it. 


"Yes! | want to be with youl More than anything! | love you, | have since we met but | didn't think you were 
interested and then you and Axl hooked up so | just never said anything. But | love you Slash and I'd do 
anything to make you happy. It doesn't have to be now | don't want to push you into anything.." but | shut him 
up by pulling him into another kiss. 


l'm panting when | pull away. "No," | reassure him. "I'm not going back this time, I'm not ever going back. I've 
had enough, he could have killed me tonight leaving me out in the cold like that, he didn't know you would find 
me. I'm done with him, l'm done with covering up how abusive and hateful he is, I'm done being his punching 
bag. l'm scared, | really am, but | know that I'm safe with you. When | woke up earlier and realized it was you 
holding me | was so fucking relieved because | knew | was safe and that for a little while | would get to feel like 
somebody cared about me. You make me feel special, and wanted, and loved, you treat me like l'm something 
precious, he treats me like I'm his property, noq . Over the past few months you showed me that it doesn't 


have to be that way and | love you for that. Thank you for always being there, for never turning me away, 


for taking care of me when | needed it. I'm sorry | hurt you all the times | went back to him. You're smart and 
fucking hot, and sweet and so kind and good to me and everyone you meet and | love that about you. So no, I'm 
not going back I'm staying right here with you for as long as you'll let me. | love you too Duff, I'm honestly 
more than a little afraid that this is all a dream and | still passed out on the balcony," | tell him earnestly, 
laying my heart bare for him. 


"Then | hope you're prepared to stay forever, because that's how long l'm gonna want you with me beautiful. 
Its not a dream | promise, I'll still be here when you wake up. You are precious, you're a beautiful person 
inside and out and smart and talented to boot. You are safe with me, you always will be. I've loved you since 
the day we met; | tried to fight it and deny it but its the truth. | love you more than I've ever loved anyone 
and | want to spend forever showing you just how much you mean to me. | hope Axl's ready to make friends 
with my fists because he's gonna come looking for you but an asskicking is what he's gonna find. I'll never let 
him lay a hand on you again You're mine to protect now and he had better to stay away from you if he likes 


breathing," Duff growls. 
"Just don't beat him to death; | just got you, | don't want to lose you to prison," | joke. 


"No promises, but Izzy will help us bury the body," Duff teases, although we both know Izzy totally would help 
with that. He leans down and kisses me again, his thumb stroking my cheek, his fingers lost in my hair. | finally 
let myself relax into his arms and l'm lost in him and the feeling of his arms around me. When we finally pull 
away he moves back onto the bed so that he's propped up next to me on a mountain of pillows and | very 
carefully move to lay with my head on his chest, my leg draped over his. He kisses the top of my head and | 
snuggle even closer, taking the hand on my hip and lacing it together with the one | have draped over his body. 
His other arm wraps tightly around my waist. | think for a minute and wonder when the last time Axl held me 
line this was but its been so long | can't even remember. Being held like this feels so good and | know that 
kissing Axl definitely never made me feel like | just felt when Duff kissed me. It was all new but so familiar in a 
way, like | had finally found something or someone my soul had been looking for for so long. It felt like coming 
home. We find some stupid made for tv horror movie and lay there, cuddled up together, watching it and just 
enjoying being close to each other. Duff strokes my hair and | lean into his touch so he keeps doing it which 
gradually puts me to sleep. For the first time in a long time l'm completely happy. | feel content, loved, desired, 
and most of all, safe and | knew that despite all the shit | went through with Axl | was going to be ok. | was 
way better than ok, | was home 


Now Until Forecer 
Oh! Yes Duff! Right there! Oh yes baby! Oh fuck!" 


Slash is a writhing, whimpering, sweaty mess underneath me, squirming, unable to be still or even properly 
return my kisses he's so distracted by my fingers which are rapidly sliding in and out of him, preparing him to 
take my cock in a minute or two. "Yeah? Right there?" | tease, rubbing his inflamed little spot with the 
calloused pads of my fingers and his hips buck involuntarily as a strangled moan escapes his lips. 


"Duuufff.." he whines, "you're gonna make me cum!" 


"Well yeah Baby Boy, that is the plan, more than once, so, if u need to let go, feel free,” | tell him, my mouth 
hovering just above the head of his cock which | take down my throat as soon as | finish talking, never 
stopping the stroking of his most sensitive spot deep inside of his body. His reaction is fucking gorgeous. 


"Oh Duff! Oh shit!" he yells out and his hands clench in my hair as my mouth and throat are soon filled with 
the taste of his warm release. | milk him for every last drop and then kiss the head of his huge cock, 
something that still makes him blush if | say it, and then move up to his lips. He's shaking slightly so | kiss him 
softly and stroke his cheek. 


"You ok beautiful?" | ask him, kissing his forehead and then leaning my own forehead on his. 


"Yeah, just, | haven't gotten off from anything other than my own hand or a groupie in months. | haven't had 
someone | want touching me like that since before Axl started hitting me, after that sex wasn't enjoyable for 
me so, | couldn't ever really get off any more and that made him even more violent in bed so it was just bad 
all around. But holy shit Duff, he never touched me like that! That was fucking amazing and you haven't even 


fucked me yet! | came so hard | couldn't see anything but white for a few seconds!" 


"Mmm, well, I'm glad you enjoyed it! You looked so hot with your back arched, yelling my name, your cock 
twitching when | deepthroated you, so fucking beautiful," | pant and grind into him. He whimpers and pulls me 
down to his lips. | kiss him as passionately as | can without drawing blood from smashing our lips together. He 
groans and opens his mouth to me and | plunge my Tongue in, sliding it against his and eagerly exploring his 
sweet mouth. | manage to pull away finally and grab the bottle of lube from the table next to me. | slick up 
my cock and bring it to his opening. He's been mine for 3 months and up until now all we've done is fool around, 
at most giving each other blow jobs. | knew he'd been through some traumatic shit sexually with Axl and | 
hadn't wanted to push him. But now, tonight, he'd finally told me that he was ready, that he wanted me his 
exact words were "I want you Duffy, | want to feel you inside of me," he'd pleaded with me while we were 


making out earlier. 
"Are you sure you're ready for that Baby Boy?" I'd asked. 


"More than sure," he'd whispered. | love you Duff and o want you to make love to me." 


So here we were. "You ready?" | asked. 
"Yeah, please Duff, | want you so much," he begged. 


"Mmm, | want you too beautiful,” | told him. | started to push into him and he groans quietly. "Oh Slash," | gasp 
as | feel him around my cock, "you're so fucking tight baby, holy shit!" Oh my god no girl felt this good, he felt 


amazing! Such a wonderful, clenching, heat! 


When | was buried to the balls | sat still, letting him adjust to the feeling of me inside of him and then | began 
to thrust slowly. It felt great but | wanted to go deeper so | lifted one of legs up onto my shoulder and thrust 
again | felt myself slide even deeper into him and he cried out in pleasure. Mmm, this angle seemed to hit his 


spot just right. "Right there?" | ask, rocking into his spot again. 


"Yes! Yes! Right there! Fuck me Duffl" he cries out, his hands scrambling for purchase. One ended up clenched 
in my hair and the other fisting the bedsheets. 


His prostate is hot and swollen and oversensitive and he's squirming and whining and | can't help laughing 


quietly. "Oversensitive Baby Boy?" 
"A little but it feels good, don't stop please!" He pants. 


"Oh, | have no intention of stopping beautiful,” | inform him. | gonna fuck you, and pound that hot little spot of 


yours good and hard until you can't take it anymore and beg me to let you cum" 


"You're gonna make me beg?" he asks looking up at me and pouting. | grind into him, just rocking my hips slowly 


and he yelps in oversensitive pleasure making me laugh at how quickly that little pout left his face. 


"Yep," | reply grinding into him again and kissing his forehead when he squirms and gasps. "We'll see how long | 
can hold on though, you feel amazing Baby Boy, I've never felt anyone so tight, especially with your leg up like 
this, just fucking amazing!" 


He blushes and it's super fucking cute. | take his lips again and start thrusting slowly. He lets out a little cry 
and ten moans, gripping my hair tightly in one hand his other rubbing up and down my back. My movements 
are slow but carefully aimed and he tries his best to kiss back but he ends up too overwhelmed by the 
constant nudges to his prostate. | nudge his jaw to get him to tilt his head and expose his throat to me and 
when he does | place a series of soft, open mouthed kisses along it, ending with a long, wet, draw at the base 


right next to his collar bone. "Duff!" he cries out. 


"Hmm?" | ask before licking a stripe from the mark | left, which was a nice one if | do say so myself, no doubt 
he was mine now that | marked him let Axl suck on that! | placed a kiss on the soft spot just behind his ear 
and his whole body convulsed and he let out a high pitched whine. Oh, a sweet spot huh? Well, I'll make good 


use of that knowledge! | ran my tongue over it again causing him to squirm deliciously. So | speeded up my 


thrusts which drew more cries out of him and his cock twitched on his belly. | reached between us and 


wrapped my hand around his dick and started to stroke him in time with my thrusts into his body. 


"Fuck! Oh fuck!" he practically yelled. | grinned and turned my attention back to the spot behind his ear. | rapidly 
flicked my tongue over it a couple times and he tried to move away, oh, wrong move pretty boy. | responded 
by attacking that spot more aggressively with licks and kisses and small sucks and he fucking came unglued! 
"Duff!" he yelped and then whimpered and whined while | continued to torment him there. Finally | bit down hard 
and then soothes the bite with more kisses and licks followed up with a long hard suck that left a beautiful 
mark. | felt his insides tighten up and twitch and | pulled back and looked down at him. 


"Mmm, you like that doll baby?" | asked. 


"Yeah Duff! I'm close, so close, please Duffy, fuck me just a little harder and make me cum! Please make me 
cum!" he begged. 


"Told you that you'd be begging beautifull" | teased. | slowed my thrusts down considerably while | was talking 
to him. So, you gonna cum on my dick? Cum totally untouched just get off from me fucking your tight little 


ass?" 


"Yeah, you feel so good inside of me Duffy! | don't need anything to cum except your cock hitting my spot!" he 


replies. 


"Good, because l'm gonna fuck you hard here in a second and pound the hell out of that spot. Then when | feel 
you get off, that greedy little ass squeezing my dick, I'm gonna let go and cum inside of you and l'm gonna 
absolutely fill up your insides with my load," | whisper hotly in his ear. He groans and | start fucking him hard 
and fast. 


"Yes! Just like that Duff! Harder! Please harder!" he pleads. | give him what he asks for and start slamming 
into him, absolutely pounding the hell out of him. H's what he needs to push him over the edge though and for 
a couple seconds he goes absolutely silent, just sucks in a huge breath and his stomach muscled s contract 
hard and then he lets go with a wail, dragging my name out, "Duuuufffff and cumming hard, shooting his load 
onto both of our chests and stomach. | run a finger through it and bring it to my mouth, licking it clean while 
he watches and then bring my mouth down to his so that he can taste himself in my kiss. He grips me to him 
tightly and the deep groan he lets out when he tastes his own cum is what pushes me over the edge. | moan 
into his mouth as my dick convulses inside of his tight little add which feels like it's milking me dry with how 
hard his muscles are spading inside. "Oh Duff | can feel your cum inside me, it's so hot!" he whimpers. | keep 
moving until | start to limp, filling him to the brim with my load. 


| stop moving and softly kiss his full lips again and then carefully pull out of him, watching as my cum leaks 
out of his hole, it's so fucking hot. | grab my dirty shirt from where it landed on the bed next to us and clean 
myself off and then gently clean his body off as well. | lay down beside him and take him into my arms, feeding 
him small, sweet kisses and stroking his hair. He looks up at me, his eyes full of wonder and happiness and | 


know my eyes look the same way. "Duff, that was incredible, | can't believe | just got off without my dick being 


touched! That's hardly ever happened and never from sex!" he says, his voice full of disbelief. 


"Really?" | ask. Inwardly | preen at being a better lover than Axl. "Well, I'm glad | made you feel good and you 
enjoyed yourself. | always want to make you feel good. | love you Slash, you're my Baby Boy and | want to 


make you as happy as you make me," | tell him earnestly. 


"I love you too Duff, you're my knight in shining armor, or black leather really," he laughs. "But for real you 
saved me that night on the balcony in the rain. I'd sort of woken up twice before you found me and | was so 
cold. | knew | was outside somewhere and that | needed to move or | was in big trouble but my head hurt so 
bad and | couldn't stay awake but you found me and took me to your room and made sure | was ok. | can't tell 
you what it meant to have someone take care of me and to know that | was finally safe, safe for good, not 
just a few hours but safe for always if | wanted to be. It meant everything to me," he says, his voice cracking 


at the end and tears welling up in his eyes. 


| squeeze him tightly and stroke his hair softly, placing a kiss on the top of his head. "You meant everything to 
me, you are my everything baby, you fill my heart up with light and | love you more every day. You scared 
the shit out of me that night. | heard you two fighting and | heard him hit you and then slam out of the room 
a few minutes later. | expected you to be knocking on my door but you didn't. | waited about half an hour and | 
went out on the balcony of my room to smoke and! was gonna come to your room but when | went out there 
| saw you crumpled up on the ground with no shirt or shoes and you were soaking wet and bleeding! | went 
flying back inside and out into the hall. Stevie and Izzy were out there fooling around with Truck and | got him 
to open your room and | got you and they got your stuff and you know the rest. | think you probably had a 
pretty bad concussion but your stubborn ass wouldn't go get looked at. | was so relieved when | got you back 
to my room and got you warmed up and had you sleeping in my arms, your head on my chest, | knew where 
you were and | could watch you sleep and make sure you were ok physically and as long as you were with me 
Axl couldn't get to you. Holding you felt amazing too, you were everything | wanted for so long and you were 
there in my arms and | couldn't believe it! Some days | still can't believe I'm so lucky when | open my eyes and 


you're asleep in my arms. | want to wake up to you every day for the rest of my life, | love you so much 


Baby Boy. 


He just looks at me with tears in his eyes and finally says "I would love that. I'm the lucky one to have 
someone who loves me the way you do, who takes such good care of me bc believe me, | know what its like to 
have the complete opposite and to have somebody treat me so good the way you do, | could never tell you 
how much it means to me. | love you more than anything Duffy, | have for a long time but | was so afraid of 


what would happen if | ever admitted it. But you saved me and I'm yours from now until forever." 


| can't stop the tears that run down my face and | don't care. | pull him to me and kiss him with more passion 


than I've ever kissed anyone. "Well I'll be right here beside you Slash, from now until forever." 


The Start of Something Beautiful 


| slam Izzy up against the wall behind the Roxy where we'd just played a show. Sure we were both wasted, 
drunk and high as fuck but hard and ready to go, we'd been dancing around this for weeks! | pinned him to the 
wall with my hips and ground my hard cock into his thigh, my hands on either side of his head "What the fuck 
Izzy?! You think that's funny?! Teasing me all fucking night? Rubbing your ass all over me, almost humping me 
like a dog onstage?" | growl. 


"Got us here didn't it?" He smirked up at me. 
"And where exactly is that?" | ask 


"Here, in this alley with you grinding on me. Finally admitting you're turned on by me," Izzy replied, a leering, 
triumphant look on his face. 


"Maybe it's just the coke making my dick hard, yours too, we've both had a fuck ton tonight," | tell him. 


"Maybe, but who cares, you're hard, I'm hard, we're alone back here, let's take advantage of the situation," he 
hisses. 


"lIl show you taking advantage bitch," | growled, suddenly attacking his belt and the button of his too tight 
jeans. My fumbling fingers finally succeed in opening his pants and | yank them down to his knees. He'd been 
working just as hard at opening the ties on my leather pants and he pulled my cock out and started to stroke 
me. | groaned and smashed my lips into his. His back slams into the wall and he grunts, we're all lips and teeth 
and roughly roaming hands. | wrap one hand around his cock and am pleasantly surprised; its thicker than | 
thought it would be; he's so skinny but | guess it was the heroin that kept him that way. | run my thumb 
over the head and smear the precum that's oozing out of the tip into the silky skin of his glans. He bites down 
on my lip and | yelp opening my mouth giving him the opportunity to shove his tongue into my mouth. We 
fought each other for dominance, for control, but in the end | was bigger and stronger and he gave in. 


"Turn around," | growled He complied and | jerked his hips backwards, pushing down in his back, forcing him to 
bend over for me slightly. | brought two fingers to his lips “Suck motherfucker," | growled and he eagerly 
complied, licking and sucking my fingers, wetting them so that | could use them to prep him. | took my fingers 
out of his mouth and brought them down to his opening, circling it and wetting it before | roughly shoved 
them inside of him. 

"Fuck!" Izzy yelped. 

"Aww does it hurt bitch?" | laughed. 


‘| like it that way," he answered. 


"Good because i don't plan on being gentle," | told him. 
"Just shut up and fuck me already,” he said impatiently. 


"Whatever you want babe," | hissed and jerked my fingers out of him and lining my cock up witb his opening. | 


spit on my cock and smeared it over my shaft since we had nothing else to use as lube. Ready?" | asked. 


"Fucking do it already!" He said. | didn't hesitate, | pushed in hard and he cried out, and | paused, giving him a 
second to adjust. "Fuck me you bitch!" he growled, bucking his hips back against me. | said nothing but pulled 
back as far as the head and slammed back into him. He let out a loud cry but | didn't stop, starting a fast, 
hard rhythm. He squirmed and moved around suddenly saying "oh fuck!" And his knees nearly gave way. | 
wrapped one arm around his waist and held him up. 


"Right there huh?" | asked. 


"Fuck yeah," he whimpers and | chuckle in his ear, pounding my dick into his spot over and over, enjoying the 


moans and cries that poured out of his mouth. 
"Harder fucker, I'm almost there," he pants. 


"Yeah, cum on my cock like the slut you are, rubbing up on me all night like a bitch in heat. He just groaned 
and his ass suddenly contracted around my cock like a goddamn vise and | felt his stomach muscles twitch and 
cum sprayed out onto the hand | had on his stomach. "Oh shit Izzy!" | hiss thrusting twice more and exploding 
inside of him, filling his insides with my hot load. We rode each other out and then | pulled out of him, turning 


him around to face me. "Get what you wanted Iz2?" | asked. 

"Finally," he breathed, “about time too" 

"So you like being my little slut huh? Sounded like you liked it a lot," | tease. 

"Ill bend over for you any day Duffy," he replies, leaning up to give me a gentle kiss. 


"So what now?" | asked. We fuck buddies, or you want more? | mean the sex was amazing but holding you and 


cuddling like this is pretty great too," | say in a rush. | suck at hiding my feelings. 


"Duff, | wouldn't have worked to get you to fuck me if | didn't want more, you have to know I've got feelings 
for you," Izzy answered. Do you think | take care of your hung over ass when | feel like shit myself just for 


fun? | do it because | care about you Duffy. 


"I do know you care Izz, | care about you too, i love to make you smile, it's like your whole soul lights up when 
you smile. I'd love to give things a try between us, | think you're amazing Izzy and | could definitely deal with 
sex that good more often But you know it won't be easy though, we'll have to keep it under wraps or 
management will flip," | told him. We're getting tons of pussy every night is what they tell the world, fuck the 


truth as long as the cash rolls in," | sigh. 


"Fuck management they don't own my heart and soul only my music! Now, let's go home and you can bend 
over for me and then you can put those long arms around me and hold me all night long. How does that 
sound?" he asks giving me one of those beautiful smiles that | love so much. 


Sounds great to me Izzy, "| reply giving him a long, lingering kiss, stroking his face when | finally pull away. He 
smiles again and my heart throbs in my chest, | think this is the start of something beautiful 


Prince Charming With a Guitar 


The less he knows the better; that's what Izzy told himself about what went on between Axl and Duff. Even so 
he knew way too much. He saw the haphazard pattern of live bites on Axl's skin and it annoyed him. He heard 
Duff's moans and Axl's whoreish cries when they made love at night, he swears they're loud on purpose. Axl's 
told him all about how nice Duff's cock is, he knows that they trade off who tops and who bottoms. He 
wonders though, Dies Axl still wake up screaming from nightmares sometimes? Does Duff know they're about 
his childhood? Does he comfort Axl? Was he careful during Axl's first time? Making sure to be gentle and 
slow, ever conscious of what Axl had been through before in terms of unwanted sex? If it had been him 
instead of Duff that took Axl's virginity he would have made sure everything was perfect. But Axl hadn't 
wanted him; he'd wanted Duff. 


But after they hire their new guitarist, Slash, izzy finds that he cares less and less every day what goes on 
between Axl and Duff. It was Duff who brought the kid in actually, him and his blonde drummer friend Steven 
had taken the place of Rob and Tracey last minute, just a few days before they left on this ill fated "tour" in 
Seattle. They'd only made it in time to play one show after a series of mishaps but they honestly couldn't be 
happier and they had bonded as a band and somewhere in the middle of it all Izzy had found himself living to 
see the curly haired guitarist smile. "He's fucking beautiful," Izzy thought, all dark hair and dark eyes and a 
talent that blew them all away. 


The first time they kissed was the night before they started the trip home; one of Duff's friends was going 
to drive them home and they were leaving early in the morning. The others were all sleeping but Izzy was 
restless and was sitting in the porch swing smoking a cigarette when Slash walked outside with the same idea 
in mind. “Can't sleep either?" Izzy asked, exhaling a cloud of smoke and moving over for Slash to sit down 


"No, we're traveling in the morning, l'm always keyed up the night before a trip, used to drive my mom crazy 
when | was a kid," he says, smiling. He leans in for Izzy to light his cigarette and Izzy notices how long and thick 
his eyelashes are, pretty, lashes girls would be jealous of. 


"Is there anything about this kid that's not totally beautiful?" Izzy wonders. He's found himself thinking about 
the beautiful boy more and more on this trip and it feels so good, makes him feel free to not be thinking of 
Axl for a change. "You gonna stay in the band?" Izzy asks. 


"I'd like to, I'm not sure Axl wants me to though, he keeps glaring at me every time you speak to me, what's 


up with that? | thought he and Duff were together?" Slash replies. 


"They are. Axl and | haven't been more than friends since we were 14 but he thinks he owns me. Don't worry 


about him and just so you know | don't belong to him in any way," Izzy tells Slash. 


The kid smiles and Izzy feels his heart skip a beat. "Do you want me to stay in the band when we get home?" 
Slash asks earnestly. 


| think you're amazing and anybody that didn't snatch you up and hold on tight to you would be a fool," Izzy 
replies, throwing his cigarette butt to the ground and moving to pull Slash into a gentle, but firm kiss, a 
claiming kiss, a kiss that says "Axl's dirty looks be damned | want you, | want you to call my own. 


Slash gasps quietly and then melts into Izzy's arms. The kiss is everything he's been daydreaming about since 
they left LA and he's absolutely lost in the moment. When Izzy pulls away Slash clings to him "Please," he 
whispers "don't stop." So Izzy doesn't stop, the kiss grows and soon Slash finds himself straddling Izzy's lap and 
whimpering into his mouth as Izzy's hands roam under his t-shirt, stroking over his lean chest and stomach, 
around to his back, and then back around to pinch and tease his nipples which causes Slash to jump and let out 


a low cry. 


Izzy grins, loving that he's pulling those exquisite, excited, sounds out of the beautiful boy in his lap. Slash's 
hands are gripping Izzy's button up shirt tight in his fists but as he relaxes he lets go and let's his hands 
explore as well and Izzy groans quietly as he feels Slash's hands glide over his chest and then up into his hair. 
He pinches Slash's right nipple between his thumb and index finger and pulls lightly and the kid's hips buck, 
grinding down into Izzy's and they both let out, surprised, pleasured, sounds. 


Izzy quickly moves his hands to Slash's hips and pulls him forward and down while he grinds his own hips up so 
that their crotches come together again in a sinuous, slow, grind. He moves his kisses down the column of 
Slash's throat, nipping the skin at the base, in the soft spot between the kids collar bone and his throat, just 
where he can feel his pulse beneath the skin. The kid lets out a throaty "oh!" and Izzy sucks softly on that 
spot, drawing harder when he feels Slash pull his hair gently, biting and then soothing the bite with soft licks 
and kisses that turn the younger boy into a panting, squirming, mess. 


Izzy can't be sure but it feels like, through two layers of denim anyway, that Slash is hung, like for real big. 
He reaches for the button of the kids jeans and Slash puts forth no objection. He snakes his hand down into 
Slash's boxers and whispers "oh holy shit!" When he feels the length and girth of the cock he has in his hand. 
Slash just groans as Izzy wraps his hand around the shaft and starts to stroke. Slash quickly wriggles out of 
his t-shirt, knowing that it won't take much of Izzy's stroking to push him over the edge. 


The quiet sounds pouring out of Slash's lips are music to Izzy's ears and he continues to stroke the younger 
man's cock, swirling his thumb over the head and smearing the copious drops of precum into the skin. Slash 
whines and thrusts eagerly into Izzy's hand. "You're so big baby," Izzy whispers. Slash just grins and blushes. 


"He's got to be every bit of 0 inches!" Izzy thinks. 


Izzy smiles and moves his lips to the left side of Slash's neck sucking a love bite to match the one he made on 


the other side. He speeds up his strokes a little and Slash whimpers and gasps out “Izzy I'm gonna cum" 


"Mmm yeah, cum for me beautiful boy!" Izzy encourages and Slash does, letting out a long, low, moan and 
coming long and hard, thick, white ropes coating his chest and stomach, his hand gripping Izzy's shoulders so 
hard his knuckles turn white. Izzy strokes him until the twitches in Slash's belly become aftershocks and his 
cock begins to soften. "Did that feel good gorgeous?" Izzy asks. 


"So good," Slash replies weakly and Izzy pulls him in for another gentle kiss. Slash cleans himself off with his t- 
shirt and surprises Izzy by climbing off of his lap and falling to his knees in front of him. Slash makes short 
work of his belt and before Izzy can even process what's happening Slash has swallowed his hard, dripping, 


cock. 


Izzy's hands clench in Slash's curls, not pulling, just gently guiding him as Slash bobs his head up and down. The 
kids full lips feel so soft and warm and Slash is doing things with his tongue that should be illegal they feel so 
good! "Oh holy shit kid! Who taught you how to suck dick? | need to thank them! Oh my god" he yelps and 
instinctively thrusts up into Slash's mouth. The boy gags and he puts his hands firmly on Izzy's hips to hold 


him in place. "I'm sorry, | didn't mean to choke you," Izzy whimpers. 


"Mmm Slash hums around Izzy's long, smooth, cock. His eyes meet Izzy's and they sparkle with impish glee as 
he relaxes his throat and takes Izzy to the base; his nose nuzzling the black, fuzzy hairs around the root. 
Izzy's eyes go wide and he's lost when Slash sides up and then all the way down again, cumming before he 


realizes that he's even ready when he feels Slash's throat constrict around him. 


‘Oh Slash! Oh fuck!" he cries out and Slash responds with a satisfied hum around Izzy's spasming cock. Izzy 
watches as the kid swallows every drop of his cum; finally pulling away when Izzy's dick goes limp, placing a 
small kiss n the head before tucking him back in his pants. "Slash that was one of the best fucking blow jobs 
I've ever had! Where did you learn to do that?" Izzy asked 


"| don't know, around," Slash replies, his cheeks turning pink as he blushes. "Knowing how to give a good blow job 
comes in handy sometimes in Hollywood," he says with a coy little grin 


"I bet it does," Izzy laughs. "I'm certainly going to make use of your skills from now on! Do you want to cuddle 
up with me in that huge recliner in the family room? Watch some TV, maybe sleep a little?" 


"That sounds great Izzy," Slash says and follows Izzy when he takes his hand and leads him inside to the family 
room. They cuddle up under a quilt and turn on the Tonight show. They both quickly drift into sleep snuggled 
into each other's arms, the first of thousands of nights spent like this, already well on their way to falling in 
love. The next morning they can't keep their hands off each other, all lingering touches and soft kisses which 
surprises the others to say the least. 


Duff teases them but looks genuinely happy that his two friends are together. Steven just grins and claps 
Slash on the shoulder saying "I knew | saw you staring at his ass every time you had the chance this week! 
Does this mean no more sharing groupies now?" 


‘Sorry Stevie, no groupies for me now, but that's more tits for youl" Slash answers and slides his arm around 


Izzy's waist. 


The only one not smiling was Axl. Duff pulls the red head down onto his lap and gives him a kiss saying "Good 
morning Rosie." Axl smiles and kisses back but they can all tell he's distracted. He scowls at the two brunettes 
who are too busy kissing and cuddling on the other side of the table to notice. 


"Hey, get a room if you're gonna be all over each other, we're trying to eat!" He says in a joking voice but Izzy 
can read the deadly serious look in his eyes. 


"This from the man who was playing grab ass with Duff in the pool two days ago while we were all there," 
Izzy muses. "I'll get us some coffee baby doll," Izzy says to his new lover and walks across the room to pour 
two cups of coffee from the pot on the counter. When he passes Axl he leans over and whispers "down killer, 
do you need to take a walk big guy?" He watches Axl's jaw clench but he doesn't say anything, he just glares 
daggers at Izzy across the table; infuriated to hear his own words thrown back at him. Izzy didn't care though; 
Axl needed to be taken down a peg and understand that Izzy wasn't his property and that his heart wasn't a 
toy for Axl to play with or torment. He had put Izzy aside and had wanted to be with Duff who seemed to 
genuinely love Axl and Izzy was moving on, he had a right to be happy too. 


He and Slash were happy too and only got happier. They fell absolutely head over heels for each other. Duff 
teased them about finding their Prince Charmings; he sighed happily and told Axl that Slash and Izzy seemed to 
have the perfect fairy tale romance at least once a week, something Izzy found hilarious since he once had 
thought the same about Duff and Axl. 

‘It's my fairy tale for sure and | wouldn't trade my Prince Charming for anything! My prince with a guitar!" 
Izzy always said when he would over hear Duff's comments. While Duff and Axl seemed happy enough Axl was 
always worried about keeping their relationship a secret from the press, it was the price they paid for album 
sales. Izzy and Slash kept their own relationship under wraps as well; they just didn't stress over it the way 
Axl did, although as the front man and a known loud mouth and trouble maker Axl was always the one in the 
headlines. 


Izzy no longer wondered if Axl's first time was gentle and special and he no longer fantasized about him. He 
made sure that Slash's first time was gentle, and loving, and that the kid got off, absolutely untouched, three 
times in an hour before he let himself give in to the incredible feeling of Slash's tight little ass clamped down 
around his cock. He was so warm and tight and his eyes looked up at Izzy with so much love and adoration and 
desire that he could have drowned in them. He no longer looked at Duff and Axl and thought "The less | know 
the better." He just hoped they were happy. Everything that meant anything was sleeping in his arms as he 
watched the other two chatting at the table on the other side of the hotel room. Slash was his world and he 
wanted to know everything there was to know about his Prince Charming with a guitar. He no longer had time 
to dwell on the past or be jealous or notice the sloppy pattern of love bites on Axl's neck; not when he was 
busy making sure that the marks he left on Slash were strategically placed so that his hair or shirt hid them 
when necessary but if Slash wanted them to be seen they were there and very clearly said "property of Izzy 
Stradlin" He didn't even care that Axl was annoyed to no longer be the center of Izzy's attention unless he got 
snappy and took his irritation out on Slash; then Izzy delighted in butting in and saying "Hey, Axl, knock it off, go 
take a walk big guy!" Axl would tell Izzy to fuck off but he would back off of the kid. All Izzy cared about was 
making his beautiful, dark-eyed boyfriend smile. All he wanted to do was spend hours holding him and making 
love. The past no longer mattered. All that mattered was here and now and the future he and his Prince 
Charming with a guitar made together. For him Izzy would make sure that every day was a fairy tale come 


true. As for Axl- well, the less Axl knew the better. 


Love is Eternal 


Author's Notes: 
Been listening to Rikki Rachtman's Cathouse Hollywood podcasts and got inspired! You can listen to them in 


iTunes, online, jyst search for them! Lots of awesome stories about GNR and many others! 


Duff 


It had been a great snow, a secret, unannounced homecoming at the car house. Especially for our friends and 
families and those who had helped us when we were nothing; just a broke, unknown band of street rats trying 
hard to make it in the music world. Slash's mom and sad, my mom, Axl, Izzy, and Stevie's mom and step dad, 
the Canters, various strippers, Rikki and Taime, Traci Gunns, Robert John, tons of our friends who had loved 
us when we were nobody in addition to several famous people some that we knew like Nikki and Tommy and 
Vince, Joe and Steven from Aerosmith, David Bowie even, they were all here. Our families and the Canters all 
had tables in front of the stage and we'd given them all earplugs. Next we're the Crue and Aerosmith guys, 
our friends in Faster Pussycat and Jet Boy were next. Bowie was in the DJ booth, the rest were mostly our 
friends and then other club regulars. | saw some other people | recognized; people in the industry some of 
whom we liked, some of whom we detested because of what we had had to do for them to give us the 
contract and other help we so desperately needed. Specifically | saw a couple of slime balls who had taken my 
baby boy away in a car for an hour, handed him back crying and bleeding and staring at the ground in shame- 
but who had given us major magazine coverage in exchange. We were past needing scum like them; magazines 
fought o er our time now but back then we had all had to sacrifice ourselves at some point to get things we 
needed. I'd had to suck the dicks of a couple club owners so that we could get weekend slots. Rikki's club had 
been a blessing in that it was a safe place for us and we ruled that place, playing four rights a week, ducking 
girls and each other in various back rooms and bathroms. The Cathouse was our place and we were thrilled to 


be back home playing for our friends for the next two nights. 


Tonight's show had been amazing! All Adrenalin and joy and both shows were being recorded to edit into a 
music video for "Its So Easy." We had Adriana and Barbie dancing on poles for some songs. Erin, Axl's girlfriend 
even took the stage in bondage gear during "Its So Easy" for shots for the video. 


Slash had been on fire tonight! Shirtless, copper skin glistening with sweat under the lights, running all over the 
stage, writhing on the floor, playing back to back with me. At one point he rubbed his hard cock against my 
ass, moving his guitar up slightly, then running away to play off Izzy, grinning at me as | shook my head at his 
wild antics, an amused smile on my lips. God | loved him, he was brilliant with that guitar, sexy as fuck, sweet, 
smart, and best of all his heart was all mine. | loved him dearly and | didn't care who knew though we did try 
and keep it quiet for the sake of the band's reputation Izzy and Axl were the same. We all lived for quick, 


stolen kisses backstage, anything to wind up the tension for the show. 


| jumped out of the small backstage shower and quickly combed my hair and re-dressed, leaving my dirty 


clothes in my duffle bag in the dressing room. Izzy quickly took my place in the shower, scrubbing down 
quickly, then Axl, all of us anxious to get to the party. Stevie and Slash has already taken their turn and had 
headed to the party together. | walked back out to the club, looking for those shiny, wild, black curls, anxious 
to spend the evening enjoying our friends and families with my sweet boyfriend. | don't see him though and | 
push through the crowd to the bar. "Hey man great show!" Kevin, the bartender said. 


"Thanks! Have you seen Slash?" | asked him. 


"Yeah, he was here a minute ago and then these two industry guys came up and started talking to him, kind of 
walked him away towards the left side of the club," Kevin told me. 


Fuck. The left side of the club was all small private rooms and bathrooms; they better not be trying to get 
handsy with my baby boy; he didn't need any of that shit! It scared him and what he'd had to do for the band 
haunted him though ge never talked about it after that night. But sometimes if certain things were brought 
up, or if we saw men |. Suits talking to young guys trying to make it, Slash would get quiet, shrinking into 
himself and clinging to me, and | knew and held him tight against me, soothing him and telling him | loved him 
and he was safe with me. Where the fuck was he? 


| fought my way towards the left side of the room, calling Slash's name as | went. His mom ran into me 
partway there and joined in the search for her son. | hope she didn't see anything he would be upset about. | 
looked |. Several bathrooms and small back rooms, finally walking through a curtain into a private dance room 
and saw Slash pressed up against the wall, trying to get away from those same two men in suits that he'd had 
nightmares about for several months. They had him pinned and were pawing at him. He was pretty drunk and 
high so it wasn't hard to keep him where they wanted him. | could hear them telling him to relax, that they 
were happy to see him again, offering him all kinds of freebies, hands in places they shouldn't be. | watched, 
furious as one of them untied the string of his leather pants. Oh hell no! "Hey!" | yelled. "What the fuck is going 


on?" 


They turned towards me, surprise and a look that clearly said they were not happy to be caught on their 


faces. 


"Duff!" one of them said, an oily smile on his face. "Great show! We were just congratulating Slash, offering him 


some free company perks!" 


"Really?" | sneered. "Looks to me like you gave him cornered, are taking advantage of him being wasted and are 
trying to put your hands on him! Why in the fuck did you just untie his pants if you were just talking?" | 


growled. 


"What? Nothing going on here that's not consensual. "Right kid?" the slime ball said, looking at Slash who said 
nothing. 


"Slash, you ok? Did you want them touching you? Did you want to be alone in here with them?" | asked him. He 
shook his head, looking at me with fearful, pleading eyes. 


"That's what | thought," | hissed are the men. "He says he doesn't want to be in here with you, doesn't want 
your hands on him. So, you can get the fuck out of the club now on your own or I'll have security drag you 
the fuck out; which is it?" | ask as | walk across the room and pull my terrified boyfriend into my arms. He's 
silent but shaking; he's fucking terrified. His hands desperately cling to my shirt and my arm circles around 
him, holding him close. | put a gentle kiss on top of his head and whisper “Hey, it's ok, I've got you, they can't 
hurt you anymore." He just grips my shirt tighter in his fists. 


"Oh, | see how it is," one of the men smirked. 


"Don't matter how it is; I'd do the same for anyone | found backed into a corner by creeps like you two, 
especially you two. But since he's mine and you were trying to get handsy with him l'm definitely even more 
pissed! Now, get the fuck out of here or I'm not kidding I'll have you thrown out," | said. 


They snorted and walked past me, passing Slash's mom in the hallway who glared angrily at them. | saw Frankie 
and and George, two of the security guys close by. | waved at them, pointed at the two suits and they nodded. 
The slime balls suddenly found themselves flanked by two huge bouncers who took them by an arm each and 
marched them over to a fire door which was quickly opened and then they were pushed out the door before 


they could object. The door shut behind them and they were gone. 


| turned to my lover, who was clinging to me like a child, still trembling despite my arms around him. | pried 
his fingers off my shirt and took his hands in mine. "Are you ok baby boy?" | asked quietly. "Did they hurt 


you?" 


He shook his head vigorously. "No Duffy, you got here before they could really do anything. They were just 
pawing all over me, untied my pants, told me they wanted to catch up, have a drink for old times sake. | tried 
to get away but | couldn't get them off me, | had some drinks but my head feels funny, everything looks and 


sounds funny and | feel weak, what the fuck?" he said, sounding scared. 


"They might have slipped something in your drink the sick fucks. I'm gonna take you back to the dressing room, 
make sure you're ok. Let me fix your pants," | said gently and tied the string back up. He leaned on me heavily 
as | walked him out. "Get him a bottle of water from the bar and meet me backstage," | said to his mom who 


nodded and hurried to the bar. 


| led Slash through the crowd, trying to politely push past friends who congratulated us, saying Slash needed 
some air and we would be right back. Back in the dressing room Axl and Izzy were coming out the door to the 
party but stopped when they saw us. "What's up? Is he ok?" Izzy asks. 


"I found him cornered by those two creeps who had him in the car last year, | think they drugged his drink. | 
had them thrown out but | need to make sure he's ok. I've got him and his mom is getting some water for 
him, you guys go enjoy the party, we'll be fine. Just be careful ok? Those two aren't the only slime balls from 
our past out there. | saw some of those slimes from Wlectea out there Axl, the ones who like Izzy so much. 


Watch out for each other ok?" 


"ll kill them if they come near him!" Axl growls. 


Il kill your damn stepfather if he has anything to say but congratulations. I've wanted to kill him since we 
were lb; | could get away with it in here!" Izzy said back to his red haired lover. 


"He's not worth the stain in your soul Izzy," Axl says, taking his boyfriend's hand. "He can't control me now, 
can't hurt me, he's not worth doing something that would make you feel guilty and | know you would; you 
arent a killer Izzy and hurting him would only hurt you in the end. Fuck him. Best revenge on him is to be 
happy and ignore whatever he has to say. He'll hate it enough that we're together. Can't wait to see the look 
on his face when he sees that we're together, that's enough for me. Ok" he says to Izzy. Izzy scowls but 
nods and Axl leans up to kiss him gently bringing a smile to Izzy's face. "Let ya know if you need anything 
Duff," Axl says and | nod at them. 


| sit Slash down on the couch in the dressing room just as both of his parents and my mom and older brother 
Matt come through the door. Ola hands me the bottle of water and | open it and kneel down in front of Slash 
who's holding his head in his hands. "Here baby doll, drink this, | said, handing him the water. He takes it and 


sips it slowly, then leans back on the couch. 


"Everything is so ducking bright and loud," Slash sighs, keeping his eyes closed and leaning back against the back 
of the couch. | look around and see that there's foid in the catering table. | make him a small roast beef 
sandwich and get him to eat a little and drink some more water. Anything to absorb whatever drug was in his 
drink and the water would help flush it out. A light sheen of sweat covered his face and neck and | turned in 
the overhead fans and then sat next to him. Our parents pulled up chairs and sat in front of us, looking at 
Slash worriedly. 


"Who were those men? What did they want?" Slash's mom asked although I'm sure she had guessed since she 
and Slash's dad worked |. The music business for years. 


"They're PR guys, got us into lots of major magazines right after we got signed only nothing comes for free 
and the price was two hours in a limo with Slash. We told him he didn't have to do it, we'd get press on our 
own, but he insisted. They kept up their end of the deal but still, | wish he hadn't agreed to go with them that 
night. | mean we all paid a price at some point and ge felt like it was his turn but he's the baby of the band, 
and we tried hard to keep him safe and away from predatory creeps, but he wanted to do his part and 
wouldn't be talked out of it. They brought him home bleeding and crying and it took me two days to get him to 
tell me what happened. | haven't let anyone near him since. | didn't know they were here tonight or | wouldn't 
have let him out if my sight! But this is our friend's club, a safe place for us, | thought he'd be fine!" | said 


angrily, pushed at myself for not being more careful. 


Its not your fault Duffy," slash said quietly. | was at the bar talking to Barbi and they just appeared next to 
me, must have slipped something in one of my drinks when | wasn't looking. Barbi left the bar and suddenly 
they were on both sides of me pulling me into that room. My gead was spinning and | couldn't get out if the 


corner! | was scared when they untied my pants, thank god you showed up when you did ir I'd have been in 


trouble. Thanks for finding me," he says quietly, opening his eyes and trying to focus on me next to him. 


"Shh, of course | found you. | came looking for you after | showered, Jevin told me you went somewhere on 
the left side with two suits and | figured it wasn't good. | was t gonna stop looking til | found you, no way in 
hell! Glad | got there when | did too. | love you, are you alright? Do you want to go to the hospital and get 
checked out? See what they slipped you?" | ask, holding his hands when he puts the water down, 


"No, the food and water are helping, I'll be fine. Just stay close please," he pleads with me. 


"You know there's no way in hell you're leaving my side for the rest of the night. You're gonna let me worry 
over you with no objections, it's my job!" | joke, leaning down and kissing his temple. He smiles and snuggles into 
me. If some photographer walks in and snaps a photo of us we're busted but oh fucking well, no way I'm letting 


go of him for the rest of the night. He holds my heart and I'll protect t him to the death if need be. 


"Well, son, l'm sorry about what happened just now but you kids put on one hell of a show tonight!" Slash's 


mom says. 
"Your mom's not lying, you guts were on fire tonight!" his dad agrees. 


"Duff, you bits were absolutely amazing! | was blown awayll" my mom adds. "I'm sorry somebody tried to ruin 
your night, I'm glad you're both ok" She watches us for a second. "You two are adorable, l'm sorry if that's an 
embarrassing mom thing to say but you are, you look so happy with each other and it makes me happy to 


see," she says, giving me a loving smile. 


| smile back and blush, looking down. "Glad you guys enjoyed the show. We are happy, and this shit us just part 
of the business, something we have to watch out for. Slash is young, and shy and handsome and someone is 
always hoping to take advantage of his good nature or get him into a compromising position. They do it to all of 
us but he's the baby and the quietest next to Izzy and he seems to be a particular target for some reason 
We've all worked to keep him away from creeps like those two as much as we could but sometimes shit 
happens to every one of us and that's shitty ur true. But not any more, we've made it pretty big which is 
crazy but we have and one advantage of that is that we do t need anything from asshokes like that anymore, 
we have press and fans and all kinds of people competing for our attention so we can pick and choose who we 
want to do business with and they pay us now, not the other way round. | won't let anyone hurt him ever 


again, or any of the others either. Don't worry, we'll be fine," | try and reassure our worried parents. 


‘Ola and | have been in the business 30 years, we know the pitfalls. We've always worried about it, especially 
with Slash and Axl, they're the ones up there selling sex and too many people of the wrong type want to buy. 
Good to know you bots have each other's backs. Gonna have to keep quiet about you two being together 
though, your singer and the other guitarist too, cause big problems for you guys if it gets out," Slash's dad 


warns. 


"We know dad," Slash says quietly. "But fuck em. If they find out and gate ya for it, fuck em. I'll walk away 
from the fame before | let go if Duff and we'd be fine. The royalties off the record alone are more than 


enough to set us up for life, not to mention the stock portfolios Duff's cousin set up for us; we've made a 
shit ton of money there too so don't worry. We all are careful to keep it quiet and if someone ever said 
something | don't think anyone would ever believe it as many women are always around. Not line we don't fuck 
groupies too so, our image stays intact. Nobody needs to know that | fall asleep in Duffs bed every night; long 


as I've had my face in some birch's tits we're good in the press." 


"Just don't lose each other because you're putting on a show either," mom says quietly. "Finding your soulmate 
is rare and special, be careful not to hurt each other for the sake of your reputation | wouldn't want you to 
lose each other for an image. The two of you have something real and precious; hold onto that above all else. 
Don't lose who you really are and if you two are meant to be, which | think you are because I've never seen 
Duff so in love before, then you'll make it. But no sense in doing anything you don't have to that could hurt 
each other. Stay close and keep communication open. Always keep in mind that the other comes first before 
anything else, that's what love is; putting someone else's needs and happiness before your own. I'm proud of 
your success Duff but I'm more concerned about you being happy and if loving each other brings you two 
happiness, a happiness greater than what's happening in your careers, then hold onto that, love is more 
important than money or fame, money can't buy a happy, full, heart. So remember that your hearts always 


come first. Never forget that," my mom says seriously. 


"We won't mom; he's everything to me. Fame or no fame, | want to be with Slash forever no matter if we're 


on top of the world or living in a shack again. | never cared as long as we had each other," | tell my mom. 


"Me either," Slash says quietly, squeezing my hand. We've slept in shitty apartments, a storage unit, nasty 
hotels, and now we can stay at the Ritz ir the Four Seasons bud | don't care if we're back in a rathole. As long 
as we're together we're good. Everything else is just a bonus. As long as | have my Duff! gave everything | 
need" | look over at him snuggled into my side and he smiles softly at me and pulls me into a kiss with a hand 
in the back of my neck | know in that moment that what we've said is true; nothing matters but our love; 
everything else is a bonus blessing. Even if we list it all tomorrow as long as we still had each other we would 


be fine. 


We chat with our parents for a while and then Izzy and Axl come looking for us, saying that our friends from 
Crue and other bands are waiting upstairs to congratulate us. Our parents say goodnight and head out. My 
mom heads back to the Hilton where she's staying and Slash's parents head to their separate homes. Slash's 
head is no longer spinning and | help him get up and we gead back into the club and have a great night with 


loads of our friends. 


The drinks and drugs are flowing and by 3:00am we are stumbling through the door of my house and hurry 
upstairs to get ready for bed after | lock up the house and let the dogs out in the side yard to use the 
bathroom. Slash's cats Madeline and Socrates purr happily when he puts more dry foid into their bowls which 
are on a counter, out of reach of the golden retrievers. When the animals are taken care of we head upstairs 
and | run to the bathroom to take a puss, my bladder ready to burst. Slash passed diwnstairs before he fed 
the cats, so he sits on the bed and takes off his boots followed by the rest of this clothes until he's wearing 
nothing but black boxers. | strip down equally and turn on the ceiling fans before crawling under the covers 


next to my beautiful boyfriend. 


| pull him into my arms and he cuddles into me, his head resting on my chest, one leg draped over mine. "Did 


you have a good time tonight love?" | ask him, twirling one of his curls around one of my fingers. 


"| had a great time, those two scum balls aside," he replies. "But you were there to save me, like always, so i 
was fine. Besides that | had a great time! Our show was amazing, we were so on tonight! It was great to see 
so many people too, our parents, Barbi and Adriana, Nikki and Tommmy and Joe and everybody! It was really 


fun! What about you? Did you have fun Duffy?" he asks, his smile lighting up the room. 


| had a great time! We did have a really good show and | was so happy to have mom there and all the guts 
families! | heard something about Axl chasing Bowie down the street threatening fo kill him at one point 
because he hit in Erin but he came back to the party so must have turned out ok. Even with Erin there he 
and Izzy looked really happy. They all three left together; | guess whatever three way thing they have going is 
working ok for them because Axl and Izzy have seemed happy lately, not fighting for once, just calm and 
enjoying each other, l'm happy for them," | say to Slash sincerely. 


"Yeah, | wasn't sure it would work but they've been happier the past few weeks tha I've seen them in months. 
Being home and having some privacy probably helps. Axl can't escape the fucking press so living up in the hills 
behind a gate keeps the world at bay a little. Izzy said they've been riding along the coast on Izzy's motorcycle 
a lot, stopping in little towns where no one is following them around and they got some cats and dogs. 


Remember they're having a Halloween party Friday. We're going as pirates right?" ge asks. 
"Yeah, unless you want to go as a Roman lies and you can be my slave boy," | tease. 
"Humph, l'm going as a pirate, you want to be my prisoner?" he asks, smiling. 


"No, we'll both be pirates. Captain Hook and Blackbeard! Your mom made us great costumes already anyway! 
She made ones for the others as well. Stevie is going as a lion and Axl and Izzy are dressing up as vampires. 
Its gonna be great! | cant wait to see you dressed up as my sexy piratel I'm gonna fuck you while saying 


"Argh! And talking about me pirate booty!" | teased. 


"Duff you're an idiot!" Slash laughed. | loved that sound, his smile that melted my heart and that could light up 
a room while also looking totally naughty never failed to make my heart skip a beat. Hearing him laugh always 
made me smile. He'd shed enough tears and dealt with both shame and fear because of the two creeps we ran 
into tonight and others like them. But no more. We'd made it and no one would ever touch him again unless he 
wanted them too. I'd protect him as long as | lived and | knew he felt the same about me. So after the episode 
Tonight | was thrilled to see him laughing, relaxed and happy in my arms. 


‘Mmm, why don't you show me some of that pirate booty now my love? You wanna wear the eye patch?" | 


asked, laughing. 


"Sure, but you gotta wear yours tool" he said. | got up and took the eye patches from where they lay on the 


dresser next to where the costumes were hanging on the closet door. | put mine on and handed Slash his and 


he put it on as well. 


| climbed back into the bed and pulled him into a passionate kiss. "Mmm, my sexy pirate, l'm gonna show ye 
who's your captain herel" | teased as our lips met again; our tongues tangled and | explored his mouth as | 
gently pushed him down under me. My kisses moved down his neck, sucking and nibbling at a spot low on his 
neck just above his collar bone; marking him as mine, that mark would serve as a clear indicator that he was 
taken, anyone else who had designs on him couldn't help but see it and k is that he wasn't on the market but 
already taken. | let go and soothed the spot with small licks and kisses. | groaned as he brought his mouth to 
my throat, making his own mark which | would show off proudly. 


"You want top or bottom ya pirate scum?" | asked. 


"Mm, bottom. I'll let you be the captain tonight. But tomorrow I'm tying you up like my slave, booty that I've 


taken, and I'm gonna bend you over and take you like a proper slave!" he replies. 


My duck twitches at the thought of him tying me up, bending me over something, and fucking ms like he 


owned me. "Only if you fuck me like a worthless whore and slave | am Captain Blackbeard," | panted. 


‘Oh | will,” he chuckled But now its my turn. I'm your pirate treasure tonight, your prisoner, what are you 


gonna do to me?" ge asks, his eyes sparkling with lust, his hard cock beginning to leak copiously. 


"Mmm, well, I'm gonna take you from behind; you're my captive after alll Get your ass to the bottom of the 
bed, hands on the footboard, on your knees, ass out!" | commanded. Slash scrambled to obey and | slid the 
leather belt out of the loops of my jeans which were close by on the floor. | moved behind him, enjoying the 
sight of his round little ass sticking out in front of me. | reached out and ran my hand over it, squeezing one 
of his ass cheeks in my hand. “You've been a naughty little captive tonight, taking off your shirt and 
entertaining g a crowd, gonna have to punish you," | tell him. | lightly swat him with the belt, hard enough to 
sting but not hurt seriously. 


Slash gasped and cried out. | chuckled darkly. "Ten lashes should be enough to teach you a lesson about showing 
off what belongs to me,’ | hiss. Can you take it or is it too much?" | ask. 


"I can take it, i was very naughty, | deserve it," Slash panted. Kinky little fuck got off on being spanked! 


"Ok, ready?" | asked. He nodded. | squeezed his pretty ass again. "Count the lashes. If | can't hear you I'll hit 


harder, understand?" | ask. 


"Yeah," Slash replies, his breathing was already labored and excited, his cock hard and dripping against his belly. 
It was huge and dark and | could smell his arousal as | vent down and placed a kiss at the base of his spine. | 
growled, the musky smell making my own cock twitch. Then | quickly sat up and brought down the belt in his 
vulnerable flesh before he was expecting it. He yelped and then said in a breathy voice "one" | brought the 
leather down oaxtoss the other cheek and he cried out and panted "Two." Another hit and a very aroused 


"Three," left his lips. By the time | reached the final stroke his ass was bright red, precum was dripping onto 


the bed from Slash's weeping cock, and he was breathless and panting. What a sight! 


| grabbed a bottle of lube from the bedside table and clicked it open | poured some on my fingers and then 
spread him open and let some dribble down his crack and over his hole. | brought my thumb to circle that 
pretty little pucker and he moaned, pushing against my teasing digit. | gently pushes the tip of my thumb into 
him, teasing, before pulling it away causing him to whimper. My index finger replaced my thumb, circled the 
rim, and then | slowly pushed it in, sliding it slowly in and out, then moved my middle finger to join it. He 
groaned when he felt the second finger stretching him and i scissored my fingers apart, opening him up so 
that he could take my cock. A third finger joined the other two and | angled them up, striking his prostate and 
causing him to cry out in pleasure. "Yes! There Duff! Right there! Please more!" Slash begged. | gave him what 
he asked for, rubbing and teasing that little spot that sent shocks of pleasure through ny lover's body. 


Then | took my fingers completely away from him, laughing darkly as he whined. | lived my cock up a little 
more before | pressed the tip to his rim. "Ils this what you want? You'd better tell me what you want or you 
get nothing," | hiss. 


"Yes! | want your cock! Fuck me please! You make me feel so good, so full, please take me!" ge pleads. 


"Oh I'm gonna fill you up for sure!" | growl. "Gonna fuck your good and hard, pound that little spot inside you 
until you cum all over yourself! Little slut! Got turned on getting spanked and now you're begging for my cock! 
Suck a goid little whore!" | said to him as | lined up my cock and push firmly against his opening. The head of 
my cock slides in suddenly and | still, waiting for him to relax. He breathes hard for a few seconds before | 
feel him relax around me and he nods. | thrust back and forth slowly, working my dock into his tight hole. He 
was always tight, no matter that we fucked at least once a day, usually twice; it never mattered. His ass was 
always tight, hot, and amazing around his cock Slash usually wanted to bottom but when he tooved his huge 
cock stretched me deliciously and just being all the way inside me let him easily hit my prostate and he never 
failed to pull amazing orgasms out of me; leaving me limp and dated and sore in the best way for at least a 
day afterwards. The pain was always a reminder that the person | loved most had been inside of me, and | 


loved being reminded of that intimacy, even if it hurt a litle. 

"You ok whore?" | asked. 

"Yes, please fuck mel" Slash whimpered, looking at me with pleading, lust blown eyes. 

‘Oh | will but first, tell me who you belong to, whose whore are you?" | growled lowly in his ear. 


"Yours, I'm your perfect whore Duff. Only yours and nobody else's," Slash panted, each breath squeezing my 
cock which was fully sheathes inside his tight, hot, little body. 


‘Mmm that's what | like to hear. You're my perfect, beautiful, whore. | love it when you want me like this, 
bent over and begging for me. But | want to feel you close to me. | slid my arm under his chest and pulled him 
up so that his back rested against my chest. | held him with both arms, nuzzling into his neck and kissing his 


throat, running my tongue along his collar bone. He gasped and leaned to the side, giving me full access to his 


soft, creamy, throat. | started to move slowly, in and out, fucking him slow and deep. He gasped and then 


moaned and his body jerked slightly as the head of my cock slid over his prostate. "Oh Duff" he breathed. 


"Slash, you feel so good, so good on my cock!" | panted as | moved inside of him. He writhed and whimpered and 
let out tiny moans that became louder as he got closer to his release. He slowly tightened around me, tension 
building inside of him. "Are you gonna cum for me Slash? Gonna get off on my hard cock,shootyour load all 
over your belly? Cum untouched? | haven't touched that huge cock of yours at all, do | need to?" | asked. 


"No, don't need it. Just keep fucking me, faster though, please Duff! | need it a little faster!" Slash pleads, his 
voice low and breathy. | did what he asked and began to move faster and harder inside of him. His body quickly 
grew so tight around his cock that he could barely move for a few seconds before that vise line grip dissolved 
into spasms so hard that Slash's face and chest turned red, fluttering cobstrictjons and shaking, his back 
slightly arching, animal sounds interspersed with my name pouring from his mouth. Those wonderful spasms 
inside of his body brought my own climax slamming into me and | buried myself inside of his tight heat, 
grinding against him, circling my hips and thrusting shallowly, barely pulling back before fri ding into him hard 
over and over. My cock twitched and pulsates inside of him, my hot cum filling his insides and leaking out 


around my cock and running down into my thighs. 


When we finally drifted back down to earth | turned Slash's face to the side and kissed him deeply, our lips and 
tongues sliding against each other, our hearts and their fullness pouring out into those impassioned kisses. 
"Holy shit that was amazing. You're always so good for me Slash," | breathed My kisses moving from his lips 
to gently feather over his cheeks, his throat, his closed eyes, and then moving gently to his lips again 


"S'cause I'm yours and you're mine and nobody else's. Couldn't be so open with anybody else, couldn't give 
myself to anybody the way | give myself to you. Don't want ir need anybody else, jyst you Duff. I've never 
wanted anybody the way | want you. | love you," Slash sighs happily. 


‘| love you too beautiful. | love being yours and | love that you're mine. Don't line sharing your with groupies 
even, you belong with me and nobody else," | tell him, a gentle kiss to his temple making him smile. I'm gonna 
move and carry you to the shower; | don't want to let go of you yet," | tell him, slowly pulling out, hearing him 
whimper at the emptiness, a feeling we both hated. | moved to stand on the flour, never letting go of him 
completely and then | scooped him into my arms. | walked into the bathroom that opened off of my bedroom. | 
sat his feet in the floor and turned on the water in the large stand up shower stall. | kissed him again as the 
water got hot and then turned to pull two clean towels out of the linen closet, as well as a wash cloth. | 
checked the temperature of the water and then pulled my liver into the warm spray, closing the glass door 
behind us. Slash leaned back into the water, getting his curls wet before turning and letting the spray run 
down his chest. We then switched and | stood under the falling water. Slash grabbed a bottle of shampoo and 
poured some into his hand and then began to massage it into his curls. | turned him around and gently began 
to clean his hair and massage his scalp. He moaned quietly at my touch. He loved for me to wash his hair, was 
absolutely spoiled for it. | loved doing it for him too. | pleasured him for a minute more and then he stepped 
back to rinse the soap out of his curls. He rubbed conditioner through it while | wet the washcloth and soaped 
if you. | gently began to scrub his body; washing the cum and sweat from his body. He rinsed out there 


conditioner and then rinsed the soap from his body. Then we once again traded places and Slash washes my 


long, blonde, hair and scrubbed my body with the rag as | rinsed and conditioned it. | turned towards the 
stream and rinsed off my body as well and then turned off the water. We squeezed the water from our hair 
and then Slash opened the shower door and stepped out into the soft bath mat. He handed me one of the soft 
towels and used the other to dry himself and then wrapped his curls tightly in goo if his head in the towel. He 
moved to the sink and brushed his teeth and then finally took his hair from the towel turban, which he hung 
on a hook on the back of the door. He grabbed a container of coconut oil from the sink and scooped a bit out, 
working it through his tangled curls before he brought the wude toothed comb to the crown of his head and 
started to pull it through the tangled curls. The coconut oil helped the tangles to easily unravel and soon his 
hair hung down his back, the water making the curls heavier and longer than normal. He ran some gel through 
those beautiful ringlets and then watches as | combed my own hair and cleaned my teeth. | surprised him by 
sweeping him off of his feet again and carrying him a k to my bed. He moved over as | climbed in and then lay 
down with his head once again on my chest as | held him tightly against me. 


"You look happy baby boy, are you happy?" | asked, stroking his wet hair. 


"l'm with you, of course I'm happy. | don't care if we're here in this beautiful new house or back in that filthy 
loft in the storage unit behind guitar center; as long as you're with me l'm happy. What about you Duff? Are 
you happy?" Slash asks. 


"| couldn't be happier. | feel the same as you | don't care if we're in a suite at the Ritz or one of those 
ratholes we used to sleep in; as long as you're with me l'm perfectly happy. You're all | need to be happy. 
Everything else can be a struggle, always has been til recently. | never cared. As long as you loves me | was 
fine. | never cared if we ate once a day and lived in a room with no running water with the other guys; as long 
as we were together | was happy and | knew we'd get by. None of that mattered, all that mattered was you. 
Things are gonna get crazier really soon you know, easier in some ways, harder in others. Just promise me we 
won't lose each other in the madness?" | asked him. 


"We won't lose each other, not ever. | promise I'm never letting you go Duff ok? Are you gonna let me go?" ge 


asked anxiously. 


"Never, not a chance of me ever letting you go. You're my heart how could | let go of you?" | soothe him. He 
smiles a small smile and looked up at me. "Thanks for coming to find me tonight and for saving me from those 
two assholes, i was really scared. | was hoping you were looking for me and didn't think | was just off doing 
drugs in the bathroom or something. But you're always like my knight in shining armor, you just seem to know 


when I'm in trouble and you always get me out of it if you can," he whispers. 


"| always will too. Besides, you generally wait for me before heading off to get high, it's not line you gotta just 
disappear without telling me where you were going. Besides, | could see most of our friends near the bar and 
you werent with them so | k ew something wasn't right. Then Kevin said two suits walked you away from the 
bar and | knew it was bad. No way would you leave the bar with suits willingly by yourself. If | can stop it 
Slash I'll never let anyone hurt you; | hope I'm always there to keep you safe. The five of us gotta watch out 
for each other all the time, we're brothers and we gotta look out for each other. I'm excited for tomorrow 
nights show too, what about you?" | ask. 


"Yep! It's gonna bs another great night!" Slash says excitedly. "I'm tired now though, you ready for bed?" ge 
asks. 


"Yeah, um, your shot though, you want it? " | ask, realizing | have t doled out his bedtime dose of smack; 
something | hated but would rather supervise than sorry about him doing it alone. Heroin hung heavily over 


the whole band; Slash, Izzy, and Steven were firmly in its grasp. 
"Yeah, | didn't want to ask but | want it. | know you hate it," he sighs, looking down. 


"I've got no room fo talk, snorting coke all day long and we both drink. | sit up, get the stuff out of the drWer 
if the bedside table and ready Slash's shot. He slides my belt around his arm and | inject the brown liquid into 
his vein. He sighs and relaxes and we curl up together again after | turn off the light. What was | gonna do 
about our various addictions? | wasn't sure but as long as we had each other we would be ok and figure it out. 
It took years and a few relapses from us both but eventually we were able to put our addictions behind us. 
New ones to coffee and martial arts taking their place; still addictions but ones that weren't deadly. It was 
hard, lots of things we went through were hard. But we always kept our love alive and as we said as long as 
we had each other we could make it through anything and we did. We made it through overdoses, exploding 
pancreases, cardiomyopathy, leaving Guns, starting Velvet Revolver, starting a family with two different 
friends who served as surrogates and also mother figures to our four children. Slash only made bits and | 
made girls and we had two of each. It wasn't a conventional family by any means but it was our family; large 
and kinda crazy, but it worked for us and the kids and their moms. The world thought they were our wives 
and the girls helped keep up the pretense. 

When we reunited with Axl and toured for three years straight the kids were often with us. It was different 
from the wild totes of thirty years earlier. Izzy didn't take part |. The reunion onstage, but he traveled with 
us, serving as a full time parent/teacher for his and Axl's kids, who were younger than ours at IO and 12. He 
stayed well away from the press but he was at every show, watching from the wings and keeping an eye on 
all six kids if their moms weren't there. Steven couldn't stay sober sadly and only joined us for a few songs 
every now and then. It was crazy, our lives were always changing but we didn't care; all that mattered was 
our love and it remained true- as long as we had each other we could make it through anything. We might be 
older, more wrinkled, our hair thinning and waistlines expanding but it didn't matter. He was my baby boy and | 
was his Duffy and that never changed and never would. | still saw a 23 year old kid when | looked at him, one 
who made my heart beat flutter and he said he still saw a 25 year old handsome blonde with long hair who 
made his stomach feel like it was full of butterflies. | talked to Rikki Rachmaninov a couple weeks ago, he did a 
podcast about his days running the Cathouse and we talked about crazy things that happened there, including 
those two secret homecoming shows. He asked me about Slash farting roofied that night and | confirmed it but 
said it ended up ok in the end. That it turned into a great night. Sometimes | miss those days but not terribly. 
I've been happy to spend the intervening years loving Slash and he's been happy to spend them living me and | 
wouldn't trade a day that I've spent with him to be young again; I'm happy with the life I've built. We're about 
to hit the stage again, we're in Europe for the next few weeks, the Not In This Lifetime tour is still going 
strong. | start the thrumming Vaseline of "H's So Easy" and then Slash and Richard, Izzy's replacement join in 
before Axl's voice growls through the mic. | look past Slash and Izzy's on tbe side of the stage with his two 


kids, our four are in the front row with their moms tonight. It's a good life and we aren't young like we were 


back then but we're still happy, still together. As long as we have each other we'll make it through whatever 
life throws at us. Love is all that matters and all that lasts. Youth and fame are fleeting; only love is eternal. 


